38                  A DIGIT OF THE, MOON:

the neighbours praise me for my beauty, aod to
whom is not .beauty anjpbject of cupidity ? Or how
can beauty, like a great pearl7~be~ safe when its
guardian is away ? Then she looked again, and saw
a dark stream trickling from the body along the
white ground. And her heart was filled with com-
passion, and she thought: Doubtless the man is
wounded, and perhaps dying. The greater1 sin
would be, to leave him to die at my door. So she
summoned her maid, and went out, and took in the
wounded man, and dressed his wounds and nursed
him, keeping him in her house till he was well.

Then that Kshatriya, seeing her daily, was burned
to a cinder by the glory of her beauty, and he made
evil proposals to her. But she stopped her ears, and
would not listen to him, but said : What I would you
repay benefits with treachery and ingratitude ? Know,
that to a virtuous woman her husband Is a god.
Depart, and let me alone. Then finding that lie
could not prevail upon her, the Kshatriya said to
her: It is you, not your husband, that is the divinity.
Your beauty would turn even a holy ascetic from his
penance. And though I owe you my life, yet you

r i.e. to take him in, with her husband away, would be bad
enough, but, &c. A Hindoo even at the present day would
murder his wife for a much smaller crime than this.